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1. "Alice, Where Are You?" 

FIVE OF US SAT ON THE TWIN DIVANS flanking the 
fireplace where the eucalyptus logs burned brightly on their polished-brass 
andirons, throwing kaleidoscopic patterns of highlights and shadows on 
the ivory-enameled woodwork and rug-strewn floor of the "Ancestors' 
Room" at Twelvetrees. 

Old David Hume, who dug Twelvetrees' foundations three centuries 
ago, had planned that room as .shrine and temple to his lar familiaris, 
and to it each succeeding generation of the house had added 
some memento of itself. The wide bay window at the east was fashioned 
from the carved poop of a Spanish galleon captured by a buccaneering 
member of the family and brought home to the quiet Jersey village 
where he rested while he planned new forays on the Antilles. The tiles 
about the fireplace, which told the story of the fall of man in blue-and- 
white Dutch delft, were a record of successful trading by another long- 
dead Hume who flourished in the days when Nieuw Amsterdam claimed 
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that some of the powder on it was inhaled by you. Next I raised ray 
arms three times above my head, lowered them again, then capered 
round you like a dancing Indian. Finally, I did tweak you sharply 


"Tweak me by the nose!" I echoed aghast. "You're crazy!" 

"Like the. fox, as your slang so drolly expresses it," he returned with 
a nod. "My friend, it has been exacdy one minute and forty seconds 



phernalia. Native robbers had inserted a tube beneath his tent flap, blown 
a minute pinch of their death snuff into the enclosure, then boldly en¬ 
tered and helped themselves to all of his effects. Again, a tiny paper 
torpedo of the stuff was thrown through the window of a locomotive 








keys tonight." 


3. "DavidHume hys. Journal ' 

ARABELLA HUME CAME QUICKLY toward us as we entered 
the hall. Sorrow and hope—or the entreaty of hope—was in the gaze 
she turned on us. Also, it seemed to me, there lay deep in her eyes some 

dark, and as terrifying. 

"Oh, Doctor Trowbridge—Doctor de Grandin—have you found out 
anything? Do yon know anything? Do you know anything?" she 
quavered. "It’s all so dreadful, so—so impossible! Can you—have 

De Grandin bent stiffly from the hips as he took her hand in his and 
raised it to his lips. "Courage, Madame," he exhorted. "We shall find 
her, never fear." 

She must be found, with you and Doctor Trowbridge looking for her, I 
know it. Don’t you think a mother who has been as dose to her child 










MAGAZINE OF HORROR 


most with the tip of a small, well-manicured forefinger. "You see?" he 

which the old scribe wrote, enough remained to let us read across the 
yellowed paper’s top: " David Hume hys Journal' and below: "Inscrybed 
at hys house at Twelvetrees in ye colonie of New — " 

The rest had faded out, but enough was there to tell us that some secret 
archive of the family had been brought to light and that the scrivener had 
been that mysterious ancestor of whom no more was known than that he 
once had lived at Twelvetrees. 

"May one trespass on your hospitality for pen and paper, Madame?" 
de Grandin asked, his little, round blue eyes shining with suppressed 
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almost super human accuracy of selection he bundled bandages and 
styptics, stimulants and sedatives, a sphygmomanometer and a kit of 
first-aid instruments into a bag, then: "Let us go," he urged. "All is 
ready." 











observe the double track made by the wide silk noose with which poor 
Madame Hume was hanged.” 

"Yes,” I nodded as my eye followed the parallel anemic band marked 
"Very good. Now look more closely-see, hold the glass so-and tell 
traced in slightly purple bruise beneath the wide, white marks made by 


"By heaven!” I started as his slender finger pointed to the darker. 





formed shows us conclusively that glycogen was practically absent from 
Madame Hume's liver. Had it been present in even small quantities the 
filtered liquid would have been doudy. Yes. But it was dear, or very 
nearly so, as you did observe with your own two eyes. What then ? 

"Simply this, mordieu: She fought — frenziedly, though futilely— for her 
life before the vile miscreant who killed her drew his roomal tight about 
her throat and with his diabolically skillful knuckles broke her neck. 
It was the tightening strangling-.cord which prevented outcry, though the 

not kicked aside by her alter she had adjusted the hangman's noose about 
her neck. No; by no means. Had she been sell-hanged there would be 
ample store of glycogen found in her liver; as it is— " he paused, raising 
shoulders, elbows, and eyebrows in a shrug of matchless doquence. 

"I-see," said Mr. Martin slowly. 



unsound mind, was the consensus of the jury. 


5. The Missing Child 

HEADLINES SCREAMED ACROSS THE COUNTRY: "Mother 
Slays Self as Cops Hunt Vanished Child"-"Broken Heart Makes 
Mother Seek Death" — "Love-Crazed Woman Suicides as Daughter Dis- 

faced Americans frotn Maine to Oregon as they sat at breakfast, and for 
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eporters from the metroplitan dailies were as 
flies around an abattoir. At length the hue 



will emerge from out their hiding-place; then—" His smile became un¬ 
pleasant as he clenched one slender, strong hand with a gesture suggestive 
of crushing something soft within it. "Then pardieu, they shall learn that 

with, impunity!" He helped himself to a second portion of broiled 
mackerel from the hot-water dish and resumed his perusal of the Journal 
Suddenly: 

"Ohe, misere, catamite, dest desastrieux /"he cried. "Read here, my 
friend, if you 'please. Read it and tell me that I am mistaken!" 

Hands shaking with eagerness, he passed the paper to me, indicating 
a rather inconspicuous item in the lower left-hand comer of the third 
page. 

CHILD VANISHES FROM BAPTIST HOME, the headline stated. 


Shortly after one o'clock this morning Mrs. Maude Gordon, 47, a 
matron in the Harrisonville Baptist Home, was awakened by sounds of 
crying from the ward in which the younger children of the orphange 
were quartered. Going quickly to the room the woman found some of 
the older children sitting up in bed and crying bitterly. Upon demanding 
what was wrong she was told that a man had just been in the place, 
flashed a flashlight in several of the children's faces, then picked Charles 
Eastman, eight months, from his crib which stood near the open window, 
and made off with him. 

The matron at once gave the alarm, and a thorough search of the 
premises was made, but no trace of the missing child or his abductor 
could be found. The gates of the orphange were shut and locked, and 
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the lodgekeeper, who was awakened by the searching party, declared 
it would have been impossible for anyone to pass in or out without 
his knowledge, as his were the only keys to the gates beside those in 
the main office of the home, and the keys were in their accustomed place 
on his bureau in his bedroom when the alarm reached him. The home's 
extensive grounds are surrounded by a twelve-foot brick wall, with an 
overhang on either side, and climbing it either from the outside or from 
within would be almost impossible without extension ladders. 

The Eastman child's parents are'dead and his only living relative 
so far as known is an uncle, lately released from the penitentiary. Police 
are checking up on this man's movements during the night, as it is 
thought he may have stolen the child to satisfy a grudge he had against 
the mother, now dead, whose testimony helped convict him on a charge 
of burglary five years ago. 


"Well ?" I asked as I laid the paper down. "Is that what you read ?" 

"Helas, yes. It is too true!" 

"Why, what d'ye mean— " I began, but he cut in hurriedly. 

"Perhaps I do mistake, my friend. Although I have lived in your so 
splendid country for upward of five years, there is still much which is 
strange to me. Is it that the sect you call the Baptists do not believe 
in infant baptism —that only those of riper years are given baptism 
by them?" 


i so," I answered. 











match, my friend. Jules de Grandin is much puzzled." He shook his 
head and pulled so savagely at his mustache that I feared he would 
do himself permanent injury. 

"tVhat in heaven's name— "I began. And: 

"In heaven's name, ha! Yes, we shall have much to do in heaven's 
name, my friend," he cut in. "For a certainty we are aligned against 
a crew who ply their arts in hell's name." 

6. The Veiled Lady Again 

HARRISONVILLE'S NEWEST CITIZENS, gross weight sixteen 
pounds, twelve ounces, delayed their advent past all expectations that 
night, but with their overdue arrival came trying complications, and 
for close upon three hours two nurses, a badly worried young house 
physician and I fought manfully to bring the mother and her twins back 
across death's doorstep. It was well past midnight when I climbed my 
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pointing tridents; they'll lead you to the place when —oh, mea culpa, 
mea maxima culpa ! Have pity, Jesu !" 

"Delirium," I diagnosed. "Quick, de Grandin, she’s running a pretty 
high temperature. Help me turn her; the wound seems in her back." 

It was. Puncturing the soft flesh a little to the left of the right shoulder, 
glancing along the scapula, then striking outward to the shoulder tip 
was a gunshot wound, superficial, but undoubtedly painful, and pro¬ 
ductive of extensive hemorrhage. 

With probe and cotton and mercurochrome we sterilized the wound, 
then made a gauze compress liberally sprinkled with Senn's mixture 
and made it' fast with cross-bandages of adhesive tape. Three-quarters 
of a grain of morphine injected in her arm provided a defense against 
recurring pain and sank her in a deep and peaceful sleep. 

"I think she'd best be taken to a hospital," I told him when our 
work was finished. "We've given all the first aid that we can, and she'll 
be better tended there—we've no facilities for bed-rest here, or — " 

"Agreed," he broke in. "To City Hospital, by all means. They have a 
prison ward there." 

"But we can’t put here there," I objected. "She's guilty of no crime, 
and besides, she's in no condition to go out alone for several days. 
She'll be there when we want her without the need of bars to keep her in." 

"Not bars to keep her in," he told me. "Bars to keep them out, my 
friend." 

"Them? Who-" 

"The good God knows who, I only suspect what," he answered. 
"Come, let us take her there without delay." 

"Can't be done, son," Doctor Donovan told de Grandin when we 
arrived at City Hospital with our patient. "The prison ward's exclusively 
reserved for gents and ladies on special leave from the hoosegow, or 
those with some specific charge pending against 'em. You'd not care to 
place a charge against the lady, would you ?" 

be held as a material witness ?" 

"To whose murder?" asked the practical Donovan. 

"The little Eastman boy's-he who was stolen from the Baptist Home 
last night," the Frenchman replied. 

"Hold on, feller, be your age," the other cautioned. "Who says the 
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Renouard. "Proceed, my friend," he begged. "When you have done we 
have a tale to tell." 

"Ah, but I am far from done,", the Inspector replied. "Bien non. I 
did investigate some more, and I found much. I discovered, by example, 
that the society to which these most unhappy girls belonged was regularly 
organized, having grand and subordinate lodgers, like Freemasons, with 
a central body in control of all. Moreover. I did find that at all times 
and at all places where this strange sect met, there was a Russian in 
command, or very near the head. Does that mean anything to you? 
No? 


"Very well, then, consider this: Last year the Union of the Militant 
Godless, financed by the Soviet government, closed four thousand 





The Devil's Bride 



"In the Congo there, is renewed activity by the Leopard Men, those 
strange and diabolical societies whose members disguise.themselves as 
leopards, then seek and kill their prey by night. The authorities are 
taking most repressive measures, but still the Leopard Societies flourish 
more than ever, and the blacks are fast becoming unruly. There will be 
difficulties. 



r god time out of mind. Had they been strong numei 
have been a problem, for they are brave and fierce, 
o killing, but they are tew in number and their Mosleir 
lem round so thoroughly that they have been forced 
Ives and seldom do they trouble those who do not tr< 
he paused impressively—"on Mount Lalesh, where 
stands, strange things have been brewing lately. What 
arly know, but their members have been gathering fro 

ort of mystic ceremony. Not only that, but strangers—! 
>een observed en route to Kurdistan, like pilgrims joi 
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crossed feet, she hung upon the cross, her slender, naked body white as 
carven ivory. Her head inclined toward her left shoulder and her long, 
black hair hung loosed across the full white breasts which were drawn 
up firmly by the outspread arms. Upon her head had been rudely thrust 
an improvised crown of thorns — a chaplet of barbed wire cut from 

of coral .drops ran down. Thin trickles of blood oozed from the torn 
wounds in her hands and feet, but these had frozen on the flesh, heighten¬ 
ing the resemblance to a tinted simulacrum. Her mouth was slightly 
opened and her chin hung low upon her breast, and from the tongue 
which lay against her lower lip a single drop of v ruby blood, congealed 
by cold even as it fell, was pendent like a ruddy jewel against the flesh. 

Upon her chest, above her breasts, glowed the tattoed mark which 
we had seen when she appealed to us for help a scant four hours earlier. 

Above the lovely, thorn-crowned head where the replica of Pontius 
Pilate's inscription had been set, another legend was displayed, an in¬ 
sulting, mocking challenge from the murderers: "In Hoc Signo — in this 
sign," and then a grim, derisive picture of a leering devil's face: 


IN Hoc SIGNO 


"Ah, la pauvre!" de Grandin murmured. 

Veil, were not all the bars and bolts of the hospital enough to keep you 
from them after all ? I should have stayed with you, then they would 
not — " He broke off, staring meditatively at the figure racked upon the 
cross, his little, round blueeyes hardening as water hardens with a sudden 

Renouard tugged at his square-cut beard, and tears welled unashamed 
in his bright, dark eyes. 

Costello looked a moment at the pendent figure on the crucifix, then, 
doffing his hat, fell to his knees, signed himself reverently and began 
a hasty, mumbled prayer for the dying. 

De Grandin neither wept nor prayed, but his little eyes were hard 











60 


MAGAZINE OF HORROR 


" Mademoiselle he bowed to Miss Hosskins, ’’did you, too, by any 
chance, hear this strange sound ?" 

”1 — 1 can't say I did,” the nurse answered with embarrassment. "The 
fact is, sir, I was very tired, too, and was rather relying on Dawkins 
being awake to call me if anything were needed, so—” she paused, a 
flush suffusing her face. 

"Quiteso,” deGrandin nodded. "But—" 


’But I did wake up with a dreadful headache—almost as though 
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evening had fallen when I sat suddenly bolt-upright in my bed, ray 
nerves still vibrating like telephone wires in a heavy wind. Gradually, 
insistently, insidiously, a voice had seemed commanding me to rise, 
don my clothes and leave the house. Where I should go was not ex¬ 
plained, but that I go at once was so insistently 'commanded that I 
half rose from the bed, reluctance, fear and something dose akin to 
horror dragging me back, but that not-to-be-ignored command impelling 














"Come, my friends; I 
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even though you made them arrest and brought them to her. Me, I 
think maybe it was the Mafia did this, though they not do like this 
before. They kill, yes; but cut a woman up like this, no. Sicilians verree 
bad men, but not bad like that, I think.'' 

"Ma mere” de Grandin answered, "though all you say is true, never¬ 
theless I shall find a way for her to talk and tell us who has done this 


thing, “and how we best may find him. How I shall do it I cannot tell, 
but that I shall succeed I am assured. I am Jules de Grandin, and I do 
not fail. Most ot my life has been devoted to the healing of the sick and 
tracking down the wicked. I may not heal her hurts, for only God's good 

vengeance I can take on those who outraged her and all humanity 
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him after love-nesting in that bed till she had given him seven sons 
and three daughters. 

The family lived in a duster of stone houses. For many years they 
had been isolated from the world, self-sufficient and well satisfied with 
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a wolf and she pushed the ship so hard that, as it slid into the sea, 


shouted the chil 







Balder and all his men toiled through the drifted snow, and at lonj 
they came to the giant's castle near a lake of crystal ice, windswt 
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southlands where the sun is warm and the grapes hang heavy on the 
vines I am called Pan. I often play the pipe, and when I do, all the 
folk, animals and birds make merry. I have that pipe with me, a simple 
reed one with but eight notes, yet the music is most pleasant. Let me 
play for you." , 

As he played on his pipe the little children gathered around him 
while the goats ran from the forest and the geese, wings flapping, came 
from the meadow. They all formed a large circle about him, and round 
and round they ran, laughing and bleating and honking while the little 


was in the northlands years ago," the stranger said, "and there 
a lovely maid tending a flock of geese. For three days I ✓stayed 
ter, playing for her pleasure, and then I wandered on. I heard 

ras called Thyra. Naturally the king thought the little one was 
id he had every right to think so, but his wife knew I was the 

is well as yours, and I am here to protect you from a danger 
ght, unless you act wisely, destroy them." 

at is a very strange tale," mused Balder. "Part of it seems im- 
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connivance fn the district. Scayles is furious, and I'm about ready to 
chuck the whole thing. You can't work against determined opposition like 
this— it's heartbreaking." 


"You'd feel worse if you gave up," his wife said wisely, and Croft 

"You’re right. I'd rather catch the brutes. The workmen are inclined 
to give trouble, too—want me to alter thelie of the hole, say they'll make 

fellows turn sulky and strike, we'll never get the job done in time." 

"It's absolutely sickening—but what can you do, dear, to prevent it 
happening again?" Mrs. Croft said sympathetically. 


To. that question Croft supplied an answer on the evening after the 
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man. camp, except for a deep deft in 
es. The twelfth green was no mor 
placed turves showed in bright strij 
fairway. Croft glanced toward ther 
and untouched, and with a sigh of 1 


oothly toward the earthworks of the Ro- 
:ft in the downs sparsely filled with bush- 
more than fifty yards away; the newly- 
stripes across the brownish-green of the 
them anxiously, but they were smooth 
i of relief he sat down on the edge of the 


It was a lonely vigil. Croft smoked, ate his sandwiches, sat gazing 
out over the wide, misty stretch of valley, playing fantastically with the 
idea of it as a huge golfcourseto be planned, that distant ridge a bunker 
— that rising field a green. But it was all rather dream-like; Croft was 
half dozing when the first sound broke the stillness, a dank-dank-dank 
of metal, the jangle of cans. Old Ted was right than—the milk-carts were 
coming. 

Croft sprang to his feet and looked round. The clanking jangle grew 
louder, coming from the rising ground on the right, the bush-filled deft. 
He thought, now, he could catch men's voices, and the trampling of horse- 
hoofs was unmistakable. 

Anger and irritation came surging back. These malicious boors thought 
they'd have it all their own way again, did they ? Well, they should find 

tion of the growing sounds. 

Suddenly, with clatter of metal and creak of harness a vehicle emerged 
from the chalk-cleft and swung down toward the smooth turf of the fair- 


high, curved front, and behind could be caught a glimpse of another, 
and another. Croft strode forward, raising his stick threateningly. 

"Here, you get way out of this!" he cried. "You've no business here. 
If you daim any rights, do it ghrough the law courts, not by wilful de- 

urged his horse forward steadily. More furious than he had ever been 
in his life before. Croft snatched at the bridle. 

As he did so, something thrust him on one side, some power, scarcely 


physical, which stunned and bewildered him. He found himself a-sprawl 
on the turf, with the vehide sweeping by, dattering, jangling, followed 
by another, and another. Gleaming with metal-work, drawn by horses 
under high yokes, they were not quite milk-carts, Croft realized, dragging 
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"I'm going back there if it takes me another twenty years!" 

No, no, no! Thats the wrong story. It happened on Willy Jones 
Island also,, but its a different account entirely. Thats the one the fellow 
told me in a bar years later, just the other night, after the usual "Didn't 
I used to know you in the Islands P" 


to be embarrassed. And then one hooks them." 

Galli was an hereditary story-teller of the Indies. "There is only one 
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of the high piracy. These Moluccas had already been the rich Spice Is¬ 
lands for three hundred years. Moreover, they were on the road of the 
Manila galleons coming from Mexico and the Isthmus. Arabiah, Hindu, 







But she does not jealize that I am already here. 

Willy made this tune in the Dutch languagein which all the words end 

in Itjk. 

'Imagine about another flute joining the first one, and their notes 





That Laughed 


ged Willy Jones to become their captain again to set everything right. 
Willy washed the nine living skeletons and fed them up for three days. 

"All she needs is a strong hand at the helm again," said Willy Jones. 

and once more make her the terror of the Spice Islands. Then I will 
return to my island, knowing that I have done a good deed in restoring 
the Snake to the bloody work for which she was born." 

"If you go, Willy Jones, you will begone for many years," said the 
dark-Dutch Margaret. 


"Only one at the most," said Willy. 
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’How is it that there were only two United States skulls this morning, 
and there should have been three ?' I asked him. 

'One of them escaped,' Galli explained, ’and that was unusual. He fell 
through a hole to the middle land, that third one of them. But the way 
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A strange tale which depicts the Taoist philosophy and teaching. 


THE WHALE-OIL LAMP IN MY CHAMBER grew dim. I 
gave ample allowance to the justice of death in calling away the very 

suffering and misery of life, the ancient ones from bearing their ills too 
long. But to call away those in the prime, those who have helpless coteries 
of dependents looking to them — it was uniair! 

Suddenly the flame of my lamp grew more dim. It brightened, then 
dimmed again, as if two shadows had crossed before it. After that it 
drooped to a tiny pinpoint oflight, and the room appeared full of moving 
shapes. 

This sense of motion was followed by sound. I heard soft, sibilant 
whisperings. Eagerly I strained my ears. After a moment I recognized 
words—or thought I did—for the tones were so soft that I had contin¬ 
uously to piece them together. 

"Aren't you glad of this emancipation?" came the question. The 
muffled voice was queerly familiar. Could it be my younger brother ? 

"Glad ? Of course!" came a reply from across the room. 


100 
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While traveling with this silent throng, I saw an old man approach¬ 
ing, the only traveler' who pursued the opposite direction. Yet the crowd 
paid no more heed to him than they did to one another—or to me. He 
spread out his arms, barring my way, and said in a resonant voice: 
"You do not belong here. Come back with me." 

I recognized his voice. It was that of the shadow which had taken 
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tinged the horizon above the countless sleeping pilgrims. Like two young 
gods the pair approached me. 

I stared an instant, dazzled; then I ran toward them with a glad cry 
of recognition. They each caught me by the hand. 

"Why have you come here?" my eldest brother asked. "We had 
not heard that you were summoned." His voice was gende, yet puzzled. 

"To see you! To see you both!" I answered eagerly. "Is this where 
you dwell ?" 

"Beyond the stream," my younger brother replied. 

I looked and now, for the first time, I saw, hazily dim, rows of lofty, 
templedike buildings. Their roofs gleamed with the patina of gold lac- 

"So many of them ?" I asked, bemused. 

They smiled at me and rfty elder brother spoke: "Not fox us alone. 
Our parents are there, and so are our forefathers." 

"Our father and mother?" I cried, "Let me go to them! I must see 


The smile on the lips of my two brothers was replaced by a look of 
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